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The Things we do: Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 


Even though it's probably not what you expected, | hope you like it, Augustine. | enjoyed writing it. | also know 
there was a request for a David Coverdale/ Joe fic so | hope whoever requested that likes this too. 


Warning: | do not see David Coverdale or Joe Elliott this way; its for story purposes. | do not condone the 
following events in this story. There ARE some touchy controversial subjects and events in this story. 


Joe gazed at the ceiling, completely ignoring what the officer was saying to him. He remembered it clearly; he 
remember the gun firing and the victim, Billy, falling to the ground. He remembered the shaky breaths and the 
blood. He remembered it all but he didn't do it. 


They all say that, right? 


It was true in his case though. He took the blame because his lover would never be able to take jail. Joe feared 
leaving his lover alone in that house, especially since nobody was there to stop him from drinking but in jail, he 
would kill himself. Joe didn't doubt that one bit, so he picked up the gun and made sure he rubbed his prints on 
it before he set it down again 

With as good as forensic evidence is, it didn't reveal the truth and they truly thought he killed the man 
"Joeeee.." David, his cellmate, teased. 

"What?" Joe grumbled. 

"You've hardly said a word in the last week," David srickered. 

"| choose not to and your sexual teases are vastly annoying," Joe snapped. 

"Well we could shag and I'd stop-" 

"NO!" Joe snapped. "No." 

David shrugged half-heartened and smirked. He would get his way whether Joe liked it or not. 


‘Suit yourself,” David snickered. 


Joe glared a minute and looked back down at his letter before he continued writing. Joe would never admit he 


was mildly curious about David. 


Darlin, its hell in ‘ere and my cellmate is a preposterous half-arse, needle dick. | hate being ‘ere but Im so glad 
you're not ‘ere with David, my cellmate, | don't trust him. | don't trust him at all and | wouldnt trust him around 


You. 


Anyway, | should go now love but | love you so much. Thats why | did this. Stay strong love, 


JT. Elliott 


Joe set the pen down, folded the letter and handed it to the officer, before asking that he please send it. He 
then rolled over and decided to try and sleep. 


Joe woke to feel someone in the bunk with him and immediately struggled. He could hear a snicker, followed by 


David's voice. 


"Get off me," Joe hissed. 
"Don't want to alert the prison guards, do we?" David snickered. 
| don't care if we do, get off me," Joe snapped. 


Joe pulled on his arms and noticed he couldn't. David had tied them to the bed post with sheets while he was 


asleep. He hissed an insult only to receive a chuckle. 
P Y 


"Joe, this could be fun if you play nice," David said, gently stroking the front of his pants, before he fought 


Joe's pants down. 
"To 'ell with you," Joe snapped again, unable to stop his body from reacting. "Don't do that." 


"Like you're in the position to order me," David chuckled, before he slapped his hand over Joe's backside before 
tugging his underwear down with a bit of a struggle. 


‘lm not doing this with you." 

"Listen Joe, I'm the pet ‘ere. Not sexually, I'm not a streetwalker now, but | do help the guards get away with 
crimes, and | get special treatment, think Shaw shank redemption. If we alert the police, they'll take my side, 
not yours and you'll be sent to solitary and ‘ave time added on. Now play nice or | alert the police," David 


explained, smirking. 


Joe thought it over a minute and frowned. "So | allow myself to be taken advantage of or face penalty? God 


damn youl" 


David shrugged his shoulders and ran his fingers over Joe's nicely shaped ass. When Joe didn't struggle for 
once, David pushed his own clothes aside and brushed his hands up Joe's back 


"Don't try to make it ‘sweet’, just do it and back off," Joe snapped. 
"As you wish," David shrugged. 


He gripped Joe's hips and slammed into him. Joe's eyes widened and he buried his face into the pillow to 


scream. David pushed his head harder to muffle more screams. 
"Damn you're tight," David commented and hissed. "Shut up before you alert the coppers." 
Joe mumbled something against the pillow but David couldn't make it out. David began to thrust but a little 


gentler than he planned because to be honest, he felt bad for Joe. He obviously hadn't taken it this way before 


but there was no way David was backing out. 


"Ahh..." David moaned. 


With each thrust, Joe would cry into the pillow and slowly David looked down to see blood trickling down his 
thigh. David cursed and closed his eyes as he moved his hand to stroke Joe's cock. Joe was shaking at this 
point, his hands were trembling, and David could hear the soft gasps. David didn't know when it happened but 


Joe's painful cries became moans. Joe absolutely hated that he was giving into David. 
"l'Il release you but don't scream, do you understand me?" David struggled to say. 


Joe only nodded as David struggled to release his hands and as promised Joe didn't try to escape. Joe felt 


shame; how could anyone began to enjoy this when it was forced on him? 
Never mind the fact that he kind of wanted it too, although if he were asked, he would deny it To no end. 


Despite being filled with shame and embarrassment, Joe pressed back against David's cock. David smirked but 
the smirk was short lived as he sped up his thrusts. Joe managed to match David's rhythm and gasped as he 
spread his legs wider. David spread his fingers and massaged Joe's balls, enjoying the pleasured moans from his 
lips. Abruptly, David stropped and pulled out. 


"Turn around," David ordered. 


Nol 
This shouldn't happen! 


His body was for his boyfriend, yet he found himself turning on his back and spreading his legs without being 
told. David spread them a bit more and pressed into his body. He was still tight and he did still have to bite 


down to keep from screaming but because of the blood and pre-cum, he seemed to be easier to get in 
"Breathe slowly, it won't hurt as much," David gasped. 


As much as Joe hated David for making him do this, he took his advice and nodded. David returned the nod and 
began his thrusts, gentle at first. Joe moaned but reached for the pillow to pull over his face and keep from 
alerting anyone. They didn't seem to notice they had already alerted the guard and he decided to become a 
peeking Tom. 


Over time, David's thrust got faster and harder and Joe could feel he was close. Joe wasn't far behind him 
either. Joe grabbed on the sheets as David moved the pillow from his face crushed their lips together. David 
moaned against his lips and jerked, as he finally reached his climax. Joe moaned when he felt David releasing 
and that sent him over the edge. He released over David's hand and gasped as David rode out the rest of his 
climax. After each of them finished, David did pull out fairly quickly and only then did he notice there were still 


fresh tears in Joe's eyes. 


"See, it wasn't so bad," David panted. "I'll help you clean up; | did put you in this position after all." 


Joe only glared but said nothing more. He was surprised David actually took the time to help him clean up but 


in a sense, he was glad. 


David had planned to have Joe again, especially when he finally admitted he kind of wanted it, but there was 
something that stopped him. He overheard one of the officer's telling Joe that his boyfriend died, though he 
didn't hear how. David may have been an asshole but he still had a heart and he felt bad for him. In return, he 
continued to do what he was told with the guards and asked that they never bother Joe in return 


Joe barely said anything for days, especially the day of the funeral. The funeral that he wasn't able to go to 


because he was stuck here. 

The following week, it was late night again and David lied awake, gazing at the ceiling. 
"Joe." He whispered. 

"What? You want more? So am | to shut up or else?" Joe said with a tint of hostility. 
"No..." 

"Just be easy David," Joe said, as David jumped off his bunk. 


Joe had turned over on his stomach but he hadn't pulled his pants down. His hands were trembling and his 


shoulders were shaking so David knew he was crying, David cracked him and his lover's death broke him. 
"Im not after that" David said, quietly. 

"Why? You sure didn't mind taking it from me a few weeks ago," Joe snapped. 

"You're right, Im sorry." 


‘Oh you're sorry," Joe laughed, bitterly. "You rape someone and you expect to get off with a simple ‘I'm sorry’. 


How rich." 
"Knock the attitude off; you admitted you wanted it too. Its not my fault your lover is dead," David snapped. 


"Don't ever mention him again, don't even think about him. I'm ‘ere, not him," Joe glared, though his tone was 


softer this time. 


"I'm sorry," David said, quietly. "That was uncalled for. | admit to saying it to shut you up..anyway, | was just 


going to offer my condolences before you went on assuming. | can kind of understand how you feel." 

"What?" Joe asked with a tint of surprise. 

| may be a bastard but it doesn't mean | don't ‘ave a heart lad. I've lost someone dear to me too in the past 
so | do know what you're going through. | guess I'm sorry and I'm trying to express my sympathies," David 
said, softly. It almost made Joe uncomfortable to see a softer side of him. 

‘Oh my god!" 

"What?" David frowned. 


"You actually seem human, it's weird," Joe replied, wiping away tears. 


"Shut up," David snickered. "In ‘ere you ‘ave to be tough or else the monsters will get you if you know what | 


mean. | mean I'm not excusing the..uh..what | did to you but I'm speaking in general." 


"Yeah, you shouldn't excuse that," Joe replied, srickering but softened his expression. "But | kind of get it. Why 
did you do that to me?" 


| read your notebook, you said--well, | mean you enjoyed it," David defended. "Eventually, you did.” 
"Eventually but not at first." 


"| don't know Joe, I'm sorry isn't good enough, | know, but | am sorry. | don't know," David sighed. "Can | kiss 


you?" 


Joe gazed at him a minute but nodded as if he accepted the answer and request. After all, David wasn't totally 


wrong; he had written in journal about David after seeing him undress. 

"Do it but don't make me do anything | don't want," Joe said. 

David only nodded and knelt next to Joe, before pressing forward and pressing their lips together. Joe slowly 
closed his eyes and moaned as David pried his lips apart with his tongue. A soft gasp escaped his lips as David 
stroked over the front of his pants, only to move away. David pulled back slightly and kissed away Joe's tears. 
‘| won't make you do anything," David whispered. "Never again" 


"| appreciate it," Joe nodded. "I can learn to like you." 


David snickered, only to earn a snicker in return as he backed away. He was about to turn over until he heard 
the guard call from outside the cell. 


"Elliott?" The police officer called 

Joe sat up. "I'm him." 

"You'll ‘ave to come with us, you're out of ‘ere lad," the police officer, irresponsibility said. 

"WH-what? Really?" Joe asked, glancing up at David. 

David shot the guard a look; he had seen this scenario before with other cellmates. The guards would take 
them, making them believe they were out of here and have their ways with them in one of the private rooms 
as many times as they pleased. They would return as a mere shell of their former selves. No way was he 


allowing that to happen to Joe. 


"Yeah, we were given new information in your case. Guess you weren't lying when you said you were innocent," 


the guard replied. 
"Okay," Joe nodded, getting up, as he glanced at David. 


"Grab your things, you won't be coming back," the officer said, carelessly. "It seems your boyfriend sent us 


evidence before his death." 
Joe frowned and took a deep breath. "Gods, love." 


Joe glanced at David and grabbed his things with a sigh. David seemed disappointed but he smiled lightly. This 


wasn't the typical guard/prisoner rape case; Joe was actually getting out. 

"Maybe someday you'll forgive me and look me up. If all goes well, I'll get out soon," David said. 
Joe mused before nodding. "What did you say your full name was?" 

| never did say but it's Coverdale..David Coverdale," David replied. 


Joe did nod and walked out without another word. Like the officer said, Joe didn't come back and the evidence 


proved his innocence. 


A week later, David sat in his cell, gazing at the wall before he glanced up at the officer. 
"David, there's a deposit in your inmate account," The officer said "Also this is the daily mail for you." 


David nodded and frowned. He took the letter and eagerly opened it when he saw Joe's name on it. He smirked a 


little as he unfolded the letter and read the contents. 
‘Hey David, 


| don't know why l'm writing a letter after what went down and how bitter | became but | ‘spose | did feel 
something before | left. As you may ‘ave noticed, | put money in your inmate deposit account. | called the jail 
and asked for your inmate number and they gave it to me. | don't know why but | did; you should ‘ave 150 
pounds in your account now. | hope that will suffice. | guess you weren't kidding when you said it was like the 


Shaw shank redemption, they're making excuses as to why you can't get out. How vastly annoying! 
Anyway, | couldn't cope with the death of my lover so affer | visited his grave, | started anew. | sold everything, 
moved, bought new furniture and live in a smaller place now. As you can fell, Im not rich but | do ‘ave a little 


money to spare. 


Dont ever force me fo do anything | don’t want fo again. That being said, if you can agree to that, maybe we can 
get fo know each other when you get out. | don't know, think about it 


Anyway, Im out, mate 
J T. Elliott 


It had been a long time since anyone cared to make a deposit for him. What possessed Joe to do that? A man 


he assaulted suddenly showed a caring emotion, why? 


David folded the letter with those thoughts still in his head and smiled a bit. So Joe had forgiven him, what do 


you know? 


He couldn't wait to get out now. He just had to serve the rest of his sentence and then he was out. The 


difference was there was hope now and hope made it easier. 


